







Pericles Pf here/ Tyre. 

Or newer more to view nor day nor light, 

Tis well Mtftris,your choice agrees with mine, 

1 like that veil : nay how ablolute face's in it. 

Not minding whether I diflike or no. 

Well, i do commend her choyce,and will no longer 
Haue it be de'ayed :foft, hecrchc comes, 

I mull diffcmbleir. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Stmenides. 

King. To you as much ; Sir, I am beholding to you. 

For your iweet muficke this laft night .* 

I do proteft my cares were neuer better fed 
With fuch dclightfu'd pleafing harmony. 

Ter. It is your gracesplcafuicto commend, 

Notmydefcrt. v ’ 

,Kixg. Sir, You are Muficks matter. 

Per. The worft of all her fehoilerf (my good Lord) 

King. Let me aske you one thing. 

What do you thinkc of my daughter,fir ? 
per. A moll vertuous Princefle, 

King. And faee’sfaire too,isfaenot? 

Per. As a faire day in Summer : wondrom fake. 

King. Sir my daughter thinkes very weliofyou, 

I fo well that you mutt be her mutter. 

And ffie will be your Scholier ; therefore looke to it. 

Per. I am vnworchy to be her fchoolemafter. 

King. She thinkes not fo ; perufe this writing clfe. 

Per. VV hat’s hccre, a letter, that fheloucs the Knight of ljn> 
Tis the Kings fubtilty to haue my life : 

Oh fecke not to intrap me gracious L©rd, 

A ftrangcr and diftteffed gentleman. 

That neuer aimde fo high to Iouc your daughter, 

But bent all office to honour her. 

King. Thou haft bcwitcht my daughter. 

And thou an a villaine, J 

Per, 'By the Gods I haue not j neuer did thought 




fertile* frimeef tyre. 

flfmineleuyoffencc; not neuer didmy*Gjo*S 
yet commence,* deed might game her loue, 

Or your difpleafurc. 

King. Trait or, thou lyeft. 

/rr.Ttaytot? 

^fEurorhi*sthroate,vnleffehebeaKmg, 
me traitor I rcturoc the lye# 

K,-l. New by ( h«GodsId«appI.udhis couragc. 

ai.nsare«nol>|«*s my thoughts. 

That neuer relifat of a bafe difeent s 
1 came vnto your Court for honours caufe, 

Aud not to be a rebell to our ftate : 

And he that other wife accounts of me. 

This fword faall prooue hce s honours enemy. 

King. No ? here comes my daughter,fae can witncflc »t. 

Enter Thdifa. 

Ter. Then as you arc as vcrtuous,as faire, 

Refolue your angry father , if my tongue 
Did ere folicite, or my handfubferibe 
To any Tillable that made loue to you ? 

Thai. Why fir if you had who takes offence, 

At that would make me glad ? 

Kmg. Yea ir.iftris,areyou fo peremptory ? 

I am glad of it w ith all my heart , 
lie tame you ile bring you in fubie&ion. 

Will yon not hauing my content. 

Bellow yout loue and your afte&ionj, 

Vpon a ftrartger ? who for ought I know, 

Miy be (nor can I thinkc the contrary) 

As great in blood as I my (clfe. 

Therefore hcare you miftris,eyther frame 
Tour will to mine ; and you fir beare you , 

Eythec be rul’d by me , or Ile make you — 

Man and wife ; nay,come your hands 
And lips mutt leak it too : being ioynd, 


A fide. 


Afide. 
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